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absentees, including the Colonel and the Greek intelligence officer, whose intelligence had apparently been good. Somebody said that he had seen these two making for the docks in one of the ancient gharries that plied for hire carrying enormous meters. We had come to regard the Colonel as our temporary Fii hrer and looked to him for guidance, but I recalled with some misgivings his casual remark that his responsibility towards us ended when we landed. A few more of our company straggled in ruefully. There was Captain Tony Brett, of the Royal Berkshire Regiment, who had come from Middle East to rejoin his battalion as second in command, only to find that they were on the point of embarking in the very ship we had just left. His was by no means the worst instance of being "jiggered about." The record is probably held by a naval officer who reported for duty in Colombo, Ceylon, only to find that he had, in fact, been assigned to H.M.S. Colombo, a shore establishment in the British Isles.
During the afternoon, the R.A.M.C. corporal returned with our death warrant and embarked us all in a springless 15 cwt. truck. It took us, all blue with cold, to a local Salisbury Plain, desolate and windswept, where little clusters of tents stood as islands in a waste of mud. We sloshed about disconsolately, a bunch of disgruntled lepers, seekly vainly for somebody who had any clues about us. Even the affable corporal seemed nonplussed. He said he had been told to bring us to this camp and had assumed that somebody had been notified and that there would be accommodation. Finally we climbed back into the truck and trundled round and round the vast camp, which seemed to sprawl to infinity in all directions, trying to find somebody to display a spark of interest. Soon we began to see red—red tabs, red tape, each other's red and angry faces.
At last, in our livid wanderings, we came across another truck which we found, with luke-warrn joy, contained our baggage in charge of the faithful two—Captain Ben Skelton, a sturdy South African forerunner of his division, and a Lieutenant Hammond. Our luck had changed, for shortly afterwards we fetched up at a large quartermaster's tent where a friendly major with a husky voice and purple complexion began to attempt organising. He started toebe an American naval
